Waxing it was, but it should wane full-soon.

In robes of yellowish green her statue was,

She'd bow in hand and arrows in a case.

Her eyes were downcast, looking at the ground,

Where Pluto in his dark realm may be found.

Before her was a woman travailing,

Who was so long in giving birth, poor thing,

That pitifully Lucina did she call,

Praying, "Oh help, for thou may'st best of all!"

Well could he paint, who had this picture wrought.

With many a florin he'd his colours bought,

But now the lists were done, and Theseus,
Who at so great cost had appointed thus
The temples and the circus, as I tell,
When all was done, he liked it wondrous well.
But hold I will from Theseus, and on
To speak of Arcita and Palamon.

The day of their return is forthcoming,
When each of them a hundred knights must bring
The combat to support, as I have told;
And into Athens, covenant to uphold,
Has each one ridden with his hundred knights,
Well armed for war, at all points, in their mights.
And certainly, 'twas thought by many a man
That never, since the day this world began,
Speaking of good knights hardy of their hands,
Wherever God created seas and lands,
Was, of so few, so noble company.
For every man that loved all chivalry,
And eager was to win surpassing fame,
Had prayed to play a part in that great game;
And all was well with him who chosen was.
For if there came tomorrow such a case,
You know right well that every lusty knight
Who loves the ladies fair and keeps his might,
Be it in England, aye or otherwhere,
Would wish of all things to be present there
To fight for some fair lady, Ben'citel
'Twould be a pleasant goodly sight to see!
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